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Trapped Under Ice 


Author's Notes: 
This story was heavily inspired by a Guns r' Roses fic, which | don't seem to find. If you know the author (or 
ARE the author) please inform them and let me know if object to me posting this. If so, | will remove it. 


Dave was sitting at Starbucks, sipping his black coffee. His bassist, Junior, was also happily enjoying his pastry, 
sitting next to him in the small couch. The coffee shop was quite empty, which was quite a relief for the 
Megadeth members, as they could drink a coffee in peace for once. 

Suddenly, they both fell a piece of cloth in their mouths and noses. 

Chloroform worked successfully as they both lost consciousness. 
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James cheerfully entered his house. 


"Honey, I'm home!" he shouted. There was no answer. 
"Fran? Fran?" his voice started sounding worried, while he searched for his wife. 
What he saw next made his worries seem right. 


Fran was standing in the kitchen. Some bulky guys who wore ski masks surrounded her and one pointed a gun 


towards her head. James froze. 

Listen, old man" one said. "You cooperate and no one gets harmed. Simple as that” 
James nodded. Fran just stared, with a scared look in her eyes. 

"Sit here", one man grabbed a chair, "and let me inject you this" he lifted a syringe. 
"What is this?" James asked terrified. The masked man laughed bitterly. 

"Don't worry", he said, "I won't kill you" 


James just let him to what he wanted. After all, there was no reason to resist. After the injection, just felt 


light-headed and drifted in a heavy sleep. 
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Lars and Kirk were walking around at the streets of LA. An enthusiastic kid with a Metallica shirt appeared. 
"OH MY GODI! IS THIS KIRK HAMMETT AND LARS ULRICH! | AM A HUGE FAN OF METALLICA!" 

Lars was glad to wear glasses as he could not prevent his eyes from rolling 


"COULD YOU PLEASE GIVE ME AN AUTOGRAPH?" he asked. They both nodded as the kid seemed to pull 


something from his pants. 
That was when they both felt a punch being thrown at each and saw their world fade to black 
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James woke up from his sleep. He stared in horror as he saw four unconscious people arranged beside him. 


Four people he knew very well. 
And, in front of his eyes, he saw a big digital screen. In a very clear font, there was written: 


"Hello, you rockstars. 


| am 100% sure you all know each other. We gathered you here for a very simple cause: 
MAKE A FUCKING ALBUM! 


Metallica, as it seems, were abandoned by their muses. So, we got you an old friend and a bassist that people 


ACTUALLY know. They may help." 


James felt angry. Rob was fucking awesome, who are these guys and how dare they speak with such 
disrespect? Anyway, he continued to read. 


"We put your favourite instruments in the studio. Food will be delivered every day, from a small door you will 


see in the kitchen. You will get to place orders. Also, clothes and sanitary products may be brought after 
request. You get to place your orders in the tablet that is in the kitchen You can also ask questions. 


When will this finish, you may ask. WHEN YOU FINISH THAT DAMN ALBUM! We honestly don't care if its in a 


month or in four years. 
Your families are safe and know that you are safe. 


As far as the album is concerned, you will produce it on your own. 


HAVE FUN!" 


St Anger 


"WAKEY FUCKING WAKEY!" some voice yelled yelled. 
Dave tried to recognise it. Who the fuck was that? Was it.. 


"James?" he asked while trying to open his hazel eyes. And he did immediately recognise the Metallica 


frontman. 
David soon caught his bandmate's voice and opened his eyes as well 


"Dave? James? Where the hell are we?" 


"WHY THE FUCK ARE KIRK AND | IN THE SAME ROOM!" Dave yelled "THIS BETTER NOT BE SOME SHITTY PRESS 
STUFF, WHERE WE ALL GO CUDDLY, LIKE ‘HEY, WERE ALL FRIENDS NOW! WHO IS THE CUNT BEHIND THIS ALL!" 


Kirk and Lars couldn't help coming to their senses after Dave's runt. 


"HEY DICK! | HAVE NO IDEA ABOUT THIS! AS IF | WANT TO SEE YOUR..", Kirk tried move his head, "Fuck, my 


head hurts like a motherfucker." 


"WHO KIDNAPPED US?" Lars shouted, while holding his head with his hand. "I'M GONNA SUE THEM!" 


"Guys", Junior calmly said, "no one likes this situation. Frankly now, does anyone know why or how the hell we 


ended up here?" 
"You know", James replied, "l." 


"ARE YOU BEHIND THIS HETHELD?" Dave yelled and threw himself at James. "DID YOU SEND THOSE FUCKERS AT 
STARBUCKS?", 


The redhead was ready to throw a punch when the bassist and drummer pushed him away, separating him 


from the blond. 


| was going to say that they came at my house, blackmailed me by pointing a gun to my wife's head, and then 
fucking drugged me, Mustaine". James breathed out. "Does it look like I'm behind this?" 


"Some dudes punched me and Lars while we were out" Kirk said. 
"They used some substance that gets you unconscious on us.. The one you inhale...” 


"Chloroform" Dave interrupted David. 


"They left a message", James pointed out. 


"What message?" Hammett asked in agony. James pointed at the screen that was in front of them. They all 
immediately felt dumb for not seeing it. 


"WHAT THE ACTUAL FUCK!" the Megadeth frontman shouted. "I JUST FINISHED A FUCKING ALBUM!" 

The curly haired guitarist was the first one to get up and looked at the place around him. 

"It looks as if they got as a whole fucking house" he said, realising they were in some sort of living room, with 
the big digital screen - ty, a fireplace and two big couches. 

"Well, we're gonna stay for a long fucking time here", Dave said in an annoyed tone. 

"Not if we cooperate for once" Lars used his arms to get up. "Come on guys, let's find the goddamn studio, get 
the instruments and make the fucking album. We are fucking Metallica and Megadeth. We can make an album in 
a motherfucking evening’. 

"He's got a point", David got to his feet as well. 


James used Kirk's supporting hand to get up. "So, are you gonna agree to this, Dave?" 


"| don't care if we make the worse album of our carriers", the redhead got up, "I just wanna get out of this 


shithole". 


They all went straight to the corridor behind them, to find the so-called studio. 


Poison Was The Cure 


Author's Notes: 
Here's the next chapter. Enjoy! 


James, Lars, Kirk, Dave and David went to the studio and picked up the instruments that were available. They 
all agreed not to care about the quality of the album. And they succeeded to make it in just three hours. 


The album mainly consisted of tracks and solos made on the spot. The rhythm guitar was practically zeros 
with few alterations.The lyrics were as simplistic as they could get. They actually sat down on the kitchen 
table and brainstormed to write them as fast as possible. Lars had a blue bic pen and a blank piece of paper, 


and noted while the others mused. They mixed the sound in an hour. Afterwards, they were checking the work 


they had done: 
"Um, so, what tracks have we written so far?", David asked. 


"Death As It Comes, Frankenstein, Dirty Suits, Dark Thoughts, The Rope Breaks, 1997, That Was Me, The End. 
That's it", Lars read. 


"Very, very nice", Dave said. "Now let's talk to those fuckers that keep us here!" 

James brought the tablet from the kitchen and sat in the middle of the couch, with the others around him. He 
went to the messenger app (which actually was the only app it offered) and started to type: "We finished the 
album. Can we go now?" He pressed the SEND button. 

In less than IO seconds messages as replies started to come back 

"Let me clarify something you little shits." 

"WHEN WE SAY AN ALBUM, WE MEAN A FUCKING GOOD ALBUM!" 

"JUST BECAUSE YOU CAN DO THIS IN AN EVENING, DOESN'T MEAN YOU SHOULD!" 

Dave grabbed the tablet and started to type: "Did you even listen to it asshole?" 


The messages came back: 


"You are funny. Of course we did. We have access to the audio files you create. We were actually listening as 


you recorded" 


"Do you also have cameras and fucking watch us?" the redhead typed again 
"That would be boring’, the messenger replied "WE GOT BETTER THINGS TO DO, SHITHEADS'" 
"Who are you?" David grabbed the device and wrote 

"You don't need to know. Get yourselves comfortable. You will stay here for quite a long time” 
"Okay guys. We agreed to this fucking weird plan How about trying to escape?" James proposed. 


Dave tried opening the door or breaking it. But it seemed like one of those unbreakable security doors. "Fuck", 


he murmured. 


Lars tried to open the window. Of course it couldn't be opened (and the only thing that was visible outside was 
endless green fields). James proceeded to throw some of the fireplace equipment to the glass, in order to 


break it. But it was bulletproof. 
The black haired guitarist even tried to see if the chimney was big enough for him to fit in, but it wasn't. 


David reached for the tablet again. "I'm asking where the hell we are", he announced. The reply came within 


seconds. 


"Middle of nowhere. Don't try to escape. Even if you make it out of the house, you will have to run through 
miles and miles of green fields. And | don't think your old asses can take it", David read out loud. 


They all sat in the couches, looking beaten and hopeless. 


"Okay, we're going to do this fucking thing", Dave breathed out and murmured. "There doesn't seem to be any 
other choice. Unless you want to stay in this damn house until we kill each other like ‘The Shining’ But, unless 
we strangle each other with guitar cables, | don't thing we can do that. Those assholes must have thought of 
that too". He laughed. 


"| don't know about you, but I'm fucking hungry!" Lars exclaimed. 

And that was how and hour later they ended up eating burgers (except Kirk, who had a salad), joking about the 
old times and relaxing, like friends who decided to meet up. After that, they all agreed to go to sleep, as they 
were exhausted from creating a shitty album and trying to break out of a house. Said mansion offered them 


separate rooms with king sized beds. 


But, although the room was silent (the walls were thick and the snoring of others couldn't be heard) and the 


bed was comfy, James couldn't sleep. He kept wondering: 


Was his family missing him? 


Why did someone decide to do this to them? Do they want money? 


And, most importantly: How and when would this torture finish? 


Take No Prisoners 


Author's Notes: 
My muses are very active today. And they requested a slash scene. 


But James wasn't the only one having problems with sleep. 

Kirk did too; but for a whole different reason. 

He was horny. And it had been a long time since he was alone with Lars. The day they got kidnapped was a day 
they would finally spend together. It obviously didn't end up as planned, however, the black haired guitarist 
planned to use those king sized beds. 


He hadn't undressed yet, he still wore his jeans and black tee. And he headed straight to Lars' room. 


The small drummer was laying under the covers, wearing just a pair of black briefs. He smiled wide when he 


saw Kirk enter his room. His green eyes went wide when his lover closed the door. 

Kirk crawled on the bed and softly kissed Lars on the lips. 

"Up for some fun, babe?", he asked. 

"Is that even a question?" Lars replied, smirking. "Strip for me", he whispered in Kirk's ear. 


The curly haired man got up, while the drummer got into a comfortable position in the bed, in order to watch 
the upcoming show. Kirk seductively removed his shirt and threw it at the floor. The drummer was already 
getting hard. He proceeded to remove his pants, but he threw them to Lars by mistake. The Dane felt the belt 
buckle hit his forehead. 

"Ouch!" he yelled. 

‘Oh my god! Are you okay baby?", Kirk rushed towards his lover. 

"You know what? Fuck stripping", Lars said and kissed him hungrily, while playing with his black and grey curls. 
The Dane moved on top of him and removed his grey boxers (after getting rid of his). They shifted positions 
again, and the guitarist started preparing him with saliva coated fingers. 


"Just fuck me already", the drummer whispered. 


"With pleasure", he replied and slowly started entering Lars. 


"Oh god, you are so big", he moaned. "Oh my..” 
"WHAT THE ACTUAL FUCK!" a voice interrupted them. They turned their heads towards the bedroom door and 
saw Dave, wearing a pair of plaid boxers. His face was as red as his hair as he saw Kirk being on top (and 


inside) of Lars. 


"WHAT THE HELL ARE YOU DOING HERE?" Kirk immediately moved and they both covered themselves with the 
bed sheets. 


"| COULDN'T SLEEP! | WANTED TO SEE IF YOU WERE AWAKE!" 

"People usually knock a FUCKING DOOR before entering a room, Davel" Lars shouted 
"MY EYES! | NEED TO WASH THEM WITH HOLY WATER!" 

Kirk facepalmed. 

"S0 YOU ARE FAGGOTS? YOU GOT ME OUT OF THE BAND TO GET A FUCKING FAGGOT?" 


"No, we got you out of the band for some reasons we have discussed A THOUSAND FUCKING TIMES, DAVE! 
Could you SHUT UP AND STOP BEING AN HOMOPHOBIC ASSHOLE?" James who had just entered the room said. 


"WHO DO YOU THINK YOU ARE, HETFIELD?", the redhead pushed James. That was when David showed up and 


separated them. 


"Guys, some people want to ACTUALLY SLEEP. Could you please stop being so loud? And Dave, please leave 


people's sexual orientations out of this.” 
Meanwhile, Lars and Kirk were starring wide - eyed, and hardly kept themselves for laughing. 


"Okay guys, let's go to fucking sleep", James said. And they all went back to their bedrooms (including Kirk, who 
awkwardly wore his boxers and picked up his clothes). 


Rust In Peace 
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It was nine in the morning when they all got up by hearing the sound of an alarm that rang inside all the 


house. 
Lars and Dave where the first ones to get up and they met at the corridor. 


"Morning, Mustaine", the drummer smirked, "how do you feel after your first voyeur experience with gay 


sex?" 
The redhead rolled his eyes. 

"IIl just pretend it never happened" he stated and sighted 
That was when Kirk showed up from his room. 


"| won't", the Dane replied, "I'm proud of being able to have sex with this beautiful motherfucker and glad to 
tease you for your homophobia’. He then grabbed Kirk and kissed him. Dave just stared wide - eyed. 


James then exited his room and met the rest musicians in the corridor. 
"Mornin" he yawned. His eyes looked red, indicating that he had got little (if any) sleep the previous night. 
"Hello people!" David proceeded to cheerfully yell, looking more alive and awake than all of them. 


"Wanna get some breakfast?" Lars said and they all went to the kitchen, where they got the tablet and 
ordered the food. They sat down on the table and Dave started talking: 


"Okay, guys, you ARE gay and | can't do anything about that. But will you stop fucking shoving it down my 
throat?" 


"First of all we're both bisexual!" Kirk corrected him. 


"Whatever, you are fucking queers, could you..” 


"Why Dave? Does it hurt your heterosexuality THAT much? Cause in most movies that happens to secretly 


gay people.." James interrupted him. 
If you want to fuck Junior just tell him", Lars loudly whispered. 
"FUCK YOU I'M NO FUCKING FAGGOT!" yelled Dave, while the others were laughing (even David). 


"For all you know us fucking may be the wet dream of some of our fans" the bassist said and then burst 


again in laughter. 

"Do you think they'd ship us?" Dave started to get into the joke. 

"Absolutely", Lars replied. 

"Ellefstaine!” Kirk yelled and they all lost it again 

They all finished their breakfast, while making stupid jokes and giggling like schoolgirls. 
"Wanna start with the motherfucking album again?" Lars proposed after a while. 


They all nodded and got their dishes in the kitchen (as they were a pile with the dishes of the previous day). 
And they headed to the studio. 


Got nothing better to do 


And they did go to the studio that day. 
And the next day. And the day after that. 


They jammed, with a different guitarist taking the lead each time, and just bonded together, mixing their 


sounds to make beautiful music. But they never actually made a song. 

Three days had passed with those sessions continuing every day. And, at two in the morning, while everyone 
was asleep (even James, who was starting to get over his sleep issues), Lars headed straight to Kirk's 
bedroom. 

"You asleep, my sexy guitarist?", he whispered. 

"Well, now I'm not", Kirk replied and shifted his position He sleepily nodded Lars to come closer. 

They started kissing and the drummer started to unbutton the guitarists shirt. 

They actually asked for pjs the previous day. And, to be fair, they couldn't complain that those people literally 
gave them everything they wanted (expect their freedom). But the kitchen was a dirty mess from all the 
dirty plates that stayed in the sink. And same went for the unwashed clothes that remained in their rooms. 


And the sheets that were never changed. 


That was why they had so much of Kirk's scent, Lars thought. But the darker haired man's mind was at a 


whole different direction. 
The way his lover's hands moved... 


It reminded him of the fifth position of the pentatonic scale. He could sing it in his head But those notes would 
go so well together in that rhythm.. 


"I GOT A RIFF" he yelled. Lars, who was almost ready to blow him (after unbuttoning his pants), raised his 


head in absolute confusion. 


"COME ON BABY, LET'S GO TO THE STUDIO! he asked the drummer and started buttoning his shirt. They both 
went and started jamming. That riff sounded surprisingly good. 


"Why am | not invited here?" Dave asked after opening the door. He got his guitar and jammed along. 


After ten minutes, James and David had all come by. They were all jamming at what appeared to be an actual 


song. After James added some lyrics he wrote the other day, when he couldn't sleep (not so surprisingly, the 


song was about captivity), it was a track almost ready for an album. 


"Okay, guys, let's record this!" David said. And they did (James and Dave both agreed that the Metallica 


frontman should do the vocals). 

It was nine in the morning when they finished recording, as they understood that by the familiar alarm. 
"That was, you know, a good song, right?", James asked. 

"Damn right it was", Dave lit a cigarette. 

Suddenly the tablet rang. 


"CONGRATS GUYS, YOU MADE SOMETHING DECENT!" the screen read. 


That was when even Kirk lost his temper. 

"THAT WAS MORE THAN DECENT", he grabbed the tablet and furiously wrote. 
"Your fans will say that when you actually come out of this place", was the reply. 
Kirk rolled his eyes. But Lars clearly saw his disappointment and softly hug him. 


‘Its gonna be okay, Hamlet", he whispered and gave him a kiss on the cheek. 


